MISS TONI STRASSMAN 
AUTHOR’S REPRESENTATIVE 
11& EAST 19th STREET 

KHKOSGllV CIICKETTED OUT OK Mil 

I challenged Hi kit a Khru3hehe v to peaceful c cm petition, in poultry.. 

. * 

He ehickendd out. 

It all happened four and a ha If years ago, right before the Soviet 
leader’s trip to the United States, Eor a while there was anexcited flurry 
inside our own government, which apparently favored the idea, ani inside the 
Soviet Embassy, which I presume was less happy. 

Our govermBnt asked me if I’d go to the soviet Union and teach them 
howto raise better ehickens. The Soviet EniJ assy told me, first, tint my 
letter had been answered, then that Mr. Matskevieh, their equivalent of our 
Secretary of Agriculture, would or had answered it. 

I never heard from Mr. Matskevieh, except what I read in the papers - 
that he was in Siberia. In fact, my letter never got a formal answer. 

Of course, I’m not suggesting that Mr * Mat skevieh was sent to Siberia 
because he didn’t answer my letter to Mr. Ekrashchev. But it just might be 
possible that the reason he and Mr. Khrushchev feared accepting my challenge 
migit have something to do with the short residence in Moscow of Mr. Matskevieh 
and his predecessors and successors. 

In effect, I was challenging the entire poultry agile ulture of the 
Soviet Union. Immodest as it may seem, I was confident that on our small farm 
we could do better in poultry, husbandry than the entire Soviet poultry industry 
could do. Had I not been certain that I could beat them, I’d never have told 
Mr. Khrushchev that he could choose the judges and even seleet the chickens we 
would put in competition with his. 
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Our govanmsnt must have felt as I did, because the officials who called 
me sesaed quite happy. ■ 

By August 8, 1959, the day I wrote Mr. Khrushchev, my wife and I had 
won first prize for the viiole country for raising chickens, first prize for 
cooking them, and first prize for barbecuing them. W e had made chicken® grow 
faster than anyone else had, ineluding in laboratori®s, and had learned how 
to make them taste better than anybody else has. in addition, we were per- 
fecting a formula for growing then even more inexpensively than A meric a’ s 
efficient agriculture had yet learned to do. 

It had earlier occurred to me that teaching the Russians sane of ttese 
skills DJi^it be a benefit to them and that such an aet of friendship might 
tend to improve relations between our countries. Doing it in tie form of a 
competition - a peaeeflal competition, to use Mr. Khrushchev’s favorite phrase 
of that period - seamed the most dramatic way. Thus, I also believed, some 
Russians and some Americans might get to know each other a little better and 
each side could see the other wasn’t ten feet high and didn't have horns. 



For the rest of the story 1 had in mind telling of the contents of the 
letter of challenge, getting it informally cleared at TBIA, hearing from 13&8 
State and Agriculture Departnen ts , even making arrangements for financing my 
trip, for which government funds were not available. 

The Agriculture Department suggested I invite Khrushchev to my home, 
and I redrafted the letter before mailing it to include this invitation. 

Khrushchev didn’t cone, but the rest of his party was supposed to - who 
I spoke to at the Russian- Embassy, what they said, etc. 
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Of course, I’m sorry Khrushchev chickened out. I think it is a good 
idea to share our knowledge with the rest of the world. In this way, ordinary 
people ean help assure peace and understanding in the world, if only to a 
limited extent. Sinee them, the idea has taken hold, and there have been nurner- 
our exchanges, and they have dene same good. Right now our government seems 
more anxious to send jazz than ehiekens, and I guess they know what they are 
doing. 

P. S. If Mr. Khrushchev reads this, my offer still stands. 





